
Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



THE ALDINE. 



'43 



inence, albeit they have hitherto resisted the most 
assiduous efforts to throw light upon themselves. 
They are as wayward and as coquettish as a young 
girl ; if you attempt to escape from them, they are 
exceedingly apt to follow close upon your heels : but 
if you, in turn, become the pursuer, it will be found 
very difficult to lay hands upon them : and at no 
time are you so likely to be defrauded of your object, 
as at the very moment when you fancy you hold it 
in your embrace. 

While we have been buried in reverie, the dusky 
and shapeless spectres whereof we dreamed have 
been noiselessly and swiftly stealing upon us. As we 
sit alone, yet not alone, we can almost feel them 
clustering thickly about us. All form and color is 
hidden : we sit in the midst of a desert whose limits 
are invisible, whose emptiness presses upon our eye- 
balls. We think of friends whom we have known, or 
of scenes we have beheld, 
and try to picture them 
upon the shadowy back- 
ground, but they are even 
more unreal and spectre- 
like than the darkness : 
and, were they here in the 
body, would the)^ not be 
more unreal still ? What 
walls of stone or leagues 
of distance can isolate us 
like the night? The 
blackness of darkness 
makes the lover a stran- 
ger to his mistress, the 
husband to his wife, the 
child to its mother. May 
it not likewise have pow- 
er to separate the Crea- 
tor from His creatures ? 
Without light, how can 
there be a God ? 

Now we are chilled with 
a creeping horror. We 
think of the eternal dark- 
ness of the grave, on 
which breaks no morn- 
ing, oris kindled no lamp. 
As the body slowly falls 
to dust, only the shadows 
will be there to watch ; 
and slowly they will fill 
the space left void by its 
decay. Not otherwise 
than now will they be with 
us then : as they have si- 
lently followed us during 
life, will they remain with 
us when life is past, and 
those who were our 
friends have forgotten us 
and are themselves for- 
gotten. Perhaps they re- 
cognize in us a ghastly 
relationship with them- 
selves, an affinity, of 
which our seeming mor- 
tal forms are but a tem- 
porary veil ; perhaps a 
gloomy but unerring in- 
stinct tells them that, at 
the end, the veil will be 

withdrawn, and our proud denial humbled in the dust. 
Perhaps we are indeed but shadows. 

Why is darkness terrible ? Let him answer who 
maintains that flesh is all of man. He, truly, is a 
shadow, and well may be troubled when this dark 
hour prefigures to him his eternity. But for us, even 
as there is an ideal Light, of which our daily sun- 
shine is but the symbol, and a faint one, so are there 
other shadows, more intangible, yet more actual 
than these, which these remind us of. They may 
bring terror with them, but if we believe in the 
Light, it cannot be the terror of despair. The body 
fears the terror of darkness, which death makes per- 
manent ; but who has a soul, though he may fear spi- 
ritual shadows, knows that death will free him from 
them and bring him to the Light. Nor, if he be wise, 
will he wish his earthly life devoid of them. The sor- 
rows, the regrets, the failures, the disappointments, 
the losses — there is a use in them and a wholesome 
'one. From them are born joy, gratitude, and hope : 
the exhilaration of the battle, and the triumph of 
victory. How could we mount towards the light, 
were there no abyss out of which to climb? How 



could we know God, were there no shadows on which 
to project His image ? Ah ! the darkness is terrible 
no longer. When the ideal shadows have been van- 
quished, the physical can daunt us no more. We sit 
no longer in an empty desert of obliteration : the 
soul within us but sees the clearer for the abeyance 
of the mortal sense. Darkness is with us still ; but 
the gloom has fled. 

Let us light the lamp. Does a sinful heart fear the 
dark ? but how much more fearful must be the blaze 
of light ! A sinner may deem he hides himself in the 
black depths of hell ; but how if he be suspended in 
the intolerable sun, naked and transparent before 
the eyes of angels ? — Julian Hawthorne. 
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Whether one likes or dislikes cats depends some- 




PUSS ASLEEP. — C. E. Townsend. 

what upon the cats, but more, I think, upon temper- 
ament. There are people who cannot like anything — 
even parrots. I do not like them m)'self, but as 
between a parrot and a cat, I cheerfully accept the 
cat. I do not believe in the friendship of cats. I 
never saw one yet that wouldn't turn on the slight- 
est provocation, and bury her claws in me. If I hap- 
pen to tread upon a dog, he doesn't start up from 
under my careless foot, and bite a piece out of the 
unoffending calf above it. He whines or yelps, per- 
haps, with pain, but he wags his tail at the same time, 
and looks round with his large, wistful eyes, as much 
as to say, " I know you did not mean it, so I forgive 
you." And a pat on the head cures all. But a cat — 
tread on the tail or the paw of a cat, and all the tiger 
in the creature is loose at once. Still, the cat has its 
uses, I suppose, as the philosophers teach us that 
everything has, though it is not always easy to see 
what they are. My own idea is that the cat was cre- 
ated, or evolved, as I believe the phrase is now, for 
the use and abuse of children. There is a natural 
affinity between children and cats. I have never 
known a child who did not take to them. They are 



better than dolls, because they are alive ; they will 
bear an amount of handling that no respectable doll 
would submit to without breaking; and they can be 
made to mew piteously, if suddeniy lifted by the tail. 
Master Goodchild is fond of the cat, because she al- 
lows him to lug her about the house, and Master 
Badchild is fond of her, because he can hurt her at 
his cruel pleasure. I owe it to the cat to acknowl- 
edge that cats are good to children, often much bet- 
ter than they deserve. And this, by the way, may be 
one reason why they are not good to men. It has a 
memory, has the cat, and some day when we least 
expect it, it presents its bill for injuries inflicted by 
children. If the child is father of the man, the man 
has to settle all the child's back debts, and often with 
compound interest. No, I don't like cats ! Still, as 
I said before, they have their uses, one of which is 
to harr\ r Poor Tom's "small deer" — rats and mice. 

If rats and mice had not 
been created — I mean 
evolved — would cats 
have been? I must look 
into the naturalists, and 
see what they have to say 
about it ; in the mean- 
time let them fight it out 
among themselves. Let 
Puss fight it out, that is, 
for her little victims have 
no voice in the matter. 
It is she who kills and 
eats, it is they who are 
killed and eaten. The 
habits of the cat are wor- 
thy of being studied, and 
if one had the tastes of 
a naturalist, and nothing 
better to do, he might 
contrive to waste a little 
of his time agreeably in 
that way. Every move- 
ment of the cat is grace- 
ful, and its strength enor- 
mous for its size. This 
is shown by its always 
falling upon its feet, a 
muscular feat of whicn I 
believe only the feline 
race is capable — and by 
the distance which it cov- 
ers by a single leap or 
spring. It is courageous, 
when hard-pressed, and 
the instantaneous change 
in its tactics from the de- 
fensive to the offensive is 
generally successful. A 
full-grown cat at bay is 
more than a match for 
most dogs. Its forte, 
however, is strategy, and 
its stratagems are end- 
less, as indeed they need 
to be, to enable it to over- 
come such practised mas- 
ters of the art as the Rodent 
family. The ruses to which 
cats resort, in order to 
persuade their prey with- 
in their reach, are curious 
enough. A common one is to play asleep, as long as 
may be necessary ; and they have been known to 
play dead with immense success. A real dead cat is 
rather an uncommon spectacle ; so uncommon that 
it may be said of cats, as of officials, that " few die, 
and none resign." I never saw a cat resign anything 
that it once got into its claws, and as for dying — why 
its longevity has passed into a proverb. The cat was 
a sacred animal among the Egyptians, who used to 
embalm it, when the last of its nine lives was extin- 
guished, and place it in the tombs of its Pharaohs to 
frighten away the rats, I suppose, that might other- 
wise have nibbled the royal mummies ! They wor- 
shiped the cat, these absurd old heathens, who were 
not overwhelmed a day too soon. There was Cleo- 
patra now — did she worship her cat? If so, I am 
sure Anthony poisoned it on the sly. Cleopatra and 
cats — better Cleopatraand the asp ! — Henry Rzc hards. 



I wish our clever young poets would remember 
my homely definitions of prose and poetry ; that is, 
prose — words written in their best order; poetry — 
the best words in the best order. — Coleridge. 



